The Tragedie 

gu. Sxy then, who doeft thou meanefhallbe her King? 
King, Euen he that makes her Queene,who fliould elfei 
bn. What thou? 

Kwg. I,euen 1, what thinke you of it Madam? 

gu. How canft thou woe her? 

Kmg. That 1 would learneofyou. 

As one that were beft acquainted with her humor. 
cgu. And wilt thou learne of me ? 

JO»jr. Madam with all my heaft. 

9u. Send to her by the man that flew her brothers 
A paire of bleeding hearts, thereon ingraue, 

AdWand Yorks, then happily (he will weepe. 

Therefore prefent to her, asfometime Morgare 

Did to thy father, a handkercheffe fteept m Rut /and* blood, 

And bid her drie her weeping eyes therewith, 

If this inducement force her not to loue, 

Send her a ftory of thy noble afls: 

Tell her thou mad’ ft away her ynckle CUrence, 

Her Vncke Riners, yea, and for her fake 
Madtttquickeconueimcewth her good Aura - Am,. 

King. Comejcome,yemockea»c,th>s Is nottheway 
To winne your daughter. 

Om.T here is no other way, 

VnlelTethoucouldft put on lome other mape. 

And not be ItoWthathath done all this. 

Kwg. lnferrefaire Snglands peace by hi* alliance. 
Wwhichfiie (hall purchalewith ftilllaftmgwa e. 
King. Say that the King which may command mt cats, 
gt That at her hands which the Kings king forbid. 
Km. Say (he lhallbe a high and mightieQueenc. 

Oh. To waile the title as her mother doth. 

Km. Say I will loue her eucrlaftingly. 

^J.But how long fhall that title euerlaft? 

&. Sweetly inforce vnto her fa'reliues end. 

But ho.v long falsely IViallchat title lafll 

So long as hauler. and nature lengthensie, 

€) H So long as hell and Richard likes or u- 
Ting. Say I her foueraigne am her fub,c ^l° ' * ic ; 
g)u* But Ihc y our lubicft lqaths fuchfquerA| £ 


of Richard the Third. 

King. Be eloquent in my bchalfe to her. 

gu. An honeft tale fpeeds beft being plainely told. 

Kmg. Then in plaine tcarmes tell her my louing tale. 

€gy j. Plaine and not honeft is too harfh a ftilc. 

King. Madam, your r eafons are too fhallow,& too quick. 
Ggu. O no, my reafons are too deepe and dead. 

Too deepe and dead poorc infants in their graue, 

Harpeon it ft ill ihalll, tillheart-ftrings breake. 

Kmg, Now by my George, my Garter, andmyCrownc. 
G)u, Prophan’d, diihonor*d,andthe third vfurped. 

King. I fweare by nothing. 
gy. By nothing, for this is no oath. 

The George prophan'd, hath loft his holy honor : 

The Garter blemilht, pawn’d his Knightly vertue.- 
The Crownevfurpt, difgrac’c his Kingly dignitie, 
Iffomething thou wilt fweare to bebclecude, 

Sweare then by fomething that thou haft not wrong’d 
King, Now, by the world. 
gu. Tisfullofthy foulewrongs. 

Kmg, My fathers death. 

$u. Thy felfe hath that diilionor’d. 

King . Then by my felfe. 

^u. Thy felfe, thy felfe mifufeft. 

King, Why,thenbyGod. 

9u. Gods wrong is moft of alls 
If thou hadft fear’d, to breake an oath by him. 

The vnitie the King my brother made. 

Had not beene broken, nor my brother flaine. 

Ifthou hadft fear’d to breake an oath by him, 

Thelmperiall mettall circling now thy brow. 

Had grac’t the tender temples of my child. 

And both the Princes had beene breathing here, 

Which now two tender play-fellowes for duft, 

Thy broken faith hath made aprey for worme. 

Kmg. By the time to come. 

That thou haft wrong’d in time orepaft. 

For I my felfe hauemany teares to wafh 
Hereafter time for' time, by thee patt wrong’d, 

The children liue, whofe parents thou haft flaughtered, 

K t V*. 





